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The  hottest,  most 
sought-after  talent  in 
comics  today,  illustrates 
nine  of  the  most 
breathtakingly  beautiful 
tales  ever  to  be 
presented  in  comic  form. 
Richard  Corben,  whose 
underground  roots 


brought  him  to  the 
attention  of  mainstream 
publishers  more  than  a 
decade  ago,  returns  to 
the  mire  from  whence  he 
sprang ...  in  nine 
uncensored  classics 
published  on  high-quality 
paper  and  packaged 
in  one  exquisite  volume. 

Thirty-five  pages  of 
comics  as  only  Richard 
Corben  can  render  them 
in  livid  black  and  white! 
Thirty-nine  pages  of 
gloriously  brilliant 
Corben  color!  Plus  an 
introduction  and 
appreciation  by  the 
Grand  Master  of  the 
graphic  story,  Will 
Eisner!  Eighty  pages  in 
all  of  pure  orgasmic 
delight,  sure  to  plunge 
even  the  hardiest  Corben 
enthusiast  into  throes 
of  wanton  ecstacy! 

This  beautiful, 
soft-cover  collector’s 
package  is  made  available 
for  the  first  time, 
exclusively  from  Warren 
Publishing.  This  book  will 
not  be  sold  at 
newsstands  or  book 
counters.  And  supply  is 
limited.  So  order  yours 
today! 


A  WARREN  ADULT  FANTASY  PUBLICATION 
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Due  to  the  explicit  sexual  nature  of  some  stories  in  this  volume, 
you  must  be  eighteen  to  order! 


WARREN  PUBLISHING  COMPANY 
145  East  32nd  Street  New  York,  N.Y.  10016 
I  am  eighteen  years  of  age  or  older!  Please  send  me  _ 


THE  ODD  COMIC  WORLD  OF  RICHARD  CORBEN!  I  enclose  S3. 98  for  each 
copy  ordered.  Total  enclosed: _ ! 


NUMBER  THREE 
SEPTEMBER  1978 


TELEMETRY 

“It  occurs  to  me  that  every  one  of 
your  artists  and  writers  has  an 
acute  case  of  Tourettes’  syn¬ 
drome,  the  swearing  sickness,” 
writes  Dr.  Ralph  Thomas  of  Dade 
City,  Florida.  While  Barry  Smith,  of 
Kingsport,  Louisiana  says,  “I  can’t 
begin  to  tell  you  how  much  1984 
has  improved  my  vocabulary!” 


|  SQUEEZING 

It  was  his  first  day  on  the  job, 
and  the  new  president  wanted  to 
know  everything:  All  of  the  se¬ 
crets,  all  of  the  dirt,  all  of  the 
nasty  idiosyncracies  that  made 
the  country  run.  What  he  learned 
was  that  the  presidency  was  a 
myth.  The  real  world  leaders  were 
nipping  corn  squeezin’s  from  a  jug! 
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IDIAMIN 

You  remember  tricky  Dick  Nixon, 
don’t  you?  The  political  outlaw 
who  amassed  a  fortune  selling  his 
memoirs  to  the  media.  If  truth  be 
known,  and  if  there  were  any  his¬ 
torians  left  in  this  war-ravaged 
world,  they  could  trace  the  cause 
of  the  recent  apocalypse  to  that 
humble  recluse  of  San  Clemente! 


MUTANT  WORLD 

Dimento  was  a  sly  fellow.  Oh,  yes 
he  was.  He  traded  a  whole  sackful 
of  half-rotten,  worm-eaten  apples 
for  the  secret  location  of  a  cache 
crammed  with  food.  He  couldn’t  un¬ 
derstand,  though,  what  the  food 
was  doing  in  an  ancient,  sludge- 
filled  sewer.  And  whatever  in  the 
world  were  those  growling  sounds? 


OR.  JERKYLL 

Young  Doctor  Jerkyll  didn’t  say 
much.  But  then,  he  didn’t  have 
to.  He  was  a  brilliant  scientist, 
with  a  very  special  formula,  that 
could  transform  him  into  a  vastly 
different  being.  It  made  him  un¬ 
wieldy.  It  made  him  insane.  It 
made  him  beautiful,  with  breasts 
the  size  of  overripe  cantalopes! 


IN  THE  BEGINNING 

The  mission  was  on.  It  had  been 
timed  to  the  second.  The  calcu¬ 
lations  had  been  checked  and 
triple  checked.  And  the  crew  was 
excited  and  ready.  It  wasn’t 
man’s  first  excursion  into  time. 
But  it  was  the  first  time  he  would 
travel  twenty  billion  years  ...  and 
come  face-to-face  with  his  creator! 


OMAR  BARSIDIAN 

Omar  Barsidian  was  a  runaway.  He 
fled  the  planet  Orgasty,  to  find  a 
more  meaningful  way  of  life.  But, 
he  was  a  condemned  man.  As  one 
I  of  the  beautiful  people,  it  was  im¬ 
possible  for  him  to  escape.  Sally 
Starslammer  had  orders  to  bring 
I  Omar  home.  In  lieu  of  that,  she 
was  to  bring  back  his  head! 
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DI5NEY5PACE 

Some  might  wonder  why  an  ancient 
steamboat  was  churning  through 
the  blackness  of  space.  It  wasn’t 
so  unusual.  Not  in  this  famous 
amusement  park.  What  was  unus¬ 
ual  was  the  ominous  vessel  which 
pursued  it.  Somehow,  the  craft 
didn’t  appear  like  it  belonged  in  the 
wonderful  world  of  Disneyspace! 
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COMMFU 

Aaron  was  a  sub-norm,  incapable 
of  speech,  programmed  in  the  art 
of  destruction.  He  and  his  fellow 
sub-norms  had  a  mission.  But 
they  had  all  been  killed  or  cap¬ 
tured,  and  Aaron  was  damned  if  he 
knew  what  the  mission  entailed. 
All  he  knew  was  that  he  had  to  kill. 
So  off  he  went  with  his  tommygun! 


THE  HARVEST 

It  was  November.  Time  for  the  an¬ 
nual  harvest;  when  game  had  to 
be  thinned,  so  the  animals  would 
not  die  of  starvation  in  the  lean  win¬ 
ter  months.  But,  it  was  also  1988. 
And  most  game  had  long-been  ex¬ 
tinct.  What  type  of  animal,  then, 
was  being  raised  in  the  preserves, 
fattened  for  the  anxious  hunters? 


COMPANY, 
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"1984  IS  NOW... 

AND  I  HOPE  IT’S 
FOREVER!” 

I  purchased  1984  only  after  some 
days  of  hesitant  deliberation.  Being 
somewhat  of  a  more  “serious”  fan 
of  the  genre,  I  have  formed  the 
habit  of  avoiding  the  market’s  offer¬ 
ing  of  science  fiction/horror  comic 
magazines.  And  since  Warren  Pub¬ 
lishing  has  long  been  recognized  as 
the  primary  "villain”  in  this  area,  I 
have  developed  a  negative  attitude 
specifically  towards  the  Warren  en¬ 
tities. 

In  this  particular  instance,  I  no¬ 
ticed  the  Warren  label  only  after  my 
purchase.  So  what  else  could  I  do?  I 
read  the  magazine.  Hence,  this 
letter  expressing  my  reactions,  con¬ 
clusions  and  comments. 

Consensus:  delightful! 

I  found  the  opening  editorial  re¬ 
markable,  and  emotionally  stirring. 
Such  sentimentality  compares  with 
my  own  thoughts  and  feelings  re¬ 
garding  the  subject  matter.  Now 
well-approaching  my  middle  years,  I 
can  recall  the  way  it  used  to  be.  How 
thoroughly  refreshing  to  examine  a 
periodical  marketed  by  serious  fans, 
rather  than  merely  another  mer¬ 
chandising  effort. 

While  I  am  no  authority  on  con¬ 
temporary  comic  art,  I  do  nonethe¬ 
less,  have  a  good  general  idea  of  the 
current  state  of  affairs  regarding 
the  same.  I  feel  that  the  artwork 
presented  in  1984  was  the  finest 
available.  The  magazine  is  artistical¬ 
ly  masterful;  a  visual  splendor  to 
behold.  Plaudits  to  all,  and  a  very 
special  tip  of  the  hat  to  the  great 
Wally  Wood. 

In  regards  to  the  literary  content, 
the  stories  themselves  were  gener¬ 
ally  quite  good,  with  only  a  few  mere 
notches  away  from  being  excellent. 
Although  there  is  always  room  for 
improvement  in  this  department,  I 
am  registering  no  complaint  or 
shortcomings...!  As  I’ve  said,  I  loved 
the  book.  I  bid  you  a  warm  welcome 
and  a  hearty  congratulations  on  a 
job  very  well  done! 

TERRY  R.  ROARK 
Lancaster,  Pa. 

What  a  package!  Ten  fantastic 
stories!  Eighty-four  glorious  pages! 
The  best  art  and  stories  ever!  And 
not  one  page  of  advertisements  in 

Slght!  R.A.ZIERS 

Bloomfield,  N.J. 

It  could  just  become  the  greatest 
magazine  ever! 

BILL  SHARP 
Knoxville,  Tenn. 


You  know  what  I  like  best  about 
1984?  The  attitude.  It’s  not  a  humor 
magazine  nor  a  porn  book.  Yet,  it’s 
not  straight  science  fiction,  either. 
It's  clear  that  within  these  pages, 
nothing  is  sacred.  That  all  aspects  of 
the  frail  human  condition  are  fair 
game.  Unlike  so  many  other  purpor¬ 
tedly  "fun  and  entertaining”  com¬ 
ics,  you  don’t  take  yourselves  too 
seriously.  It’s  as  if  you’re  saying, 
“Look,  world  ...  we  know  we're  just 
a  funny  book,  so  throw  off  your  inhi¬ 
bitions  and  have  some  old-time 
fun!” 

With  an  attitude  like  that,  there’s 
no  way  you  can  miss. 

As  you  say,  1984  is  now!  And  god¬ 
damn  ...  I  hope  it's  forever! 

VIRGINIA  CHAMPIGN 
Edwardsville,  III. 

Congratulations  on  your  incredi¬ 
bly  funny  magazine.  I  loved  it. 

BECKY  MONTERO 
Bronx,  N.Y. 


1984  PESSIMISTIC? 


The  title  1984  irks  me.  First  it’s 
not  very  original.  And  secondly,  I 
fear  that  it  might  (subconsciously) 
limit  the  scope  of  the  magazine. 
Though,  I  can  see  at  a  glance  why 
the  title  was  selected.  If  is  an  eye¬ 
grabbing  display  that  will  no  doubt 
enhance  sales.  And,  I  suppose,  busi¬ 
ness  is  business. 

STEVEN  JOHNSON 
White  Horse,  S.C. 

Since  ’84  is  only  six  years  off,  the 
name  of  your  new  magazine  seems 
a  bit  pessimistic.  Nonetheless,  it  is 
the  best  Warren  debut  since 
CREEPY  #1. 

I  was  a  bit  surprised  at  the  sexual 
aspect,  thought  not  entirely  dis¬ 
pleased.  "Last  of  the  Really  Great, 
All-American  Joy  Juice  and 
"Angel"  were  both  marred  by  an 
overdose  of  junior  high  “tough  guy” 
cursing,  which  lost  any  punch  due 
to  its  profusion.  And  ‘  Faster  Than 
Light’s”  racial  aspect  was  out  of 
place  and  to  no  point,  only  under¬ 
cutting  the  wacky  fun. 

PATRICK  COSGROVE 
San  Antonio,  Texas 


5EKS5T...?  US? 

What  with  the  treatment  ac¬ 
corded  the  fairer  sex  within  the 

Kes  of  the  first  issue  of  1984, 1  am 
ined  to  make  the  reasonably  se¬ 
cure  deduction  that  your  execrable 
editor  harbors  a  blatant,  perhaps 
unrealized  hatred  of  women.  What 
did  we  ever  do  to  you,  huh,  guy? 

sue  McCarthy 
Souix  City,  Iowa 

What’s  the  matter  with  your  erst¬ 
while  editor?  Isn't  he  getting 
enough?  Is  that  why  he’s  getting  his 
rocks  off  within  the  pages  of  1984? 

MORTON  FORK 
Ondia,  S.  Dakota 

BAPTISM  OF  FIRE? 

You  guys  really  believe  in  baptiz¬ 
ing  your  readers  with  fire.  It  wasn’t 
enough  that  you  featured  big  bold 
yellow  letters  across  the  top  of  your 
cover  that  fairly  screamed  the 
words  "illustrated  adult  fantasy1" 
No!  You  had  to  hurl  us  bodily  into 
“The  Last  of  the  Really  Great  All- 
American  Joy  Juice!”  Proof  once 
and  for  all  that  you  weren’t  messin' 
around  when  you  said  this  was  an 
adult  magazine. 

And  yet,  no  other  story  could  have 
led  off  your  trend-setting  new  mag¬ 
azine.  This  one  said  it  all. 

CAROL  MORRISON 
Ivanhoe,  Minn. 

I  hadn’t  gotten  past  the  first  page 
"Last  of  the  Really-Great  All-Ameri¬ 
can  Joy  Juice,”  when  I  had  to  turn 
back  to  the  cover  to  see  if  1984 
really  was  a  new  magazine  from 
Warren.  Needless  to  say  it  was,  and 
is.  And  I  was  convinced  that  I  held  in 
my  hands  a  new  side  of  Warren  that 
would  revolutionize  the  comic  world 
forever. 

I  half-heartedly  expected  nothing 
more  than  one  of  your  usual  horror 
titles.  Not  that  they  aren’t  good 
magazines.  They  were  just  what  I 
needed  three  years  ago.  But  since 
then,  I’ve  outgrown  them. 

1984  reached  out  and  gave  me 
something  I  haven’t  experienced  in 
years  of  comics  collecting.  Excite¬ 
ment.  And  profound,  gratuitous 
pleasure1 

"Last  of  the  Really  Great  All- 
American  Joy  Juice”  was  revolu¬ 
tionary  from  beginning  to  end.  It 
continued  to  amaze  me.  I  couldn’t 
put  the  story  down.  I  sincerely  be¬ 
lieve  you  made  a  wise  choice  in  pre¬ 
senting  it  first.  It  showed  clearly 
that  Warren  is  an  old  friend  that  has 
finally  come  of  age. 

PAUL  HILL 
Pittsburgh,  Pa. 


I  wish  to  express  my  disappoint¬ 
ment  with  your  writing  and  editing 
in  the  first  issue  of  1984.  More  spe¬ 
cifically,  I  am  disgusted  with  the  use 
of  the  words  chink,  Jap  and  nip  in 
the  story  “Last  of  the  Really  Great 
All-American  Joy  Juice!” 

I  realize  that  the  characters'  per¬ 
sonalities  call  for  somewhat  saltier 
than  usual  dialogue.  However,  I  feel 
that  the  aforementioned  slurs  were 
totally  unnecessary  to  the  story. 

Perhaps  you  are  not  aware  that 
the  terms  chink,  Jap  and  nip  are  of¬ 
fensive.  How  long  will  it  be  before 
the  casual  use  of  such  slurs  in  comic 
books  spreads  to  general  use  in  so¬ 
ciety?  I  am  sure  you  are  aware  of 
your  ability  to  communicate  to 
thousands,  and  of  your  ability  to  in¬ 
fluence  the  simple-minded  minority 
which  read  your  magazine.  Perhaps 
you  are  also  aware  That  because  of 
your  negligence,  you  have  single- 
handedly  undone  all  progress  in  in¬ 
ter-racial  relations  for  which  Japa¬ 
nese,  Chinese  and  Caucasians  have 
striven  for  centuries. 

CURTIS  UYEDA 
Palo  Alto,  Calif. 


We  have  received  many  letters  con¬ 
cerning  our  free  use  of  certain  words 
within  these  pages,  Curtis.  It  has 
never  been  our  intention  to  offend  or 
alienate  anyone,  whether  he  is  a  mem¬ 
ber  of  a  minority  or  simply  abhors  the 
use  of  certain  socially  unacceptable 
terms.  Our  editorial  policy  is  to  poke 
fun  at  many  of  the  world’s  ills,  past, 
present  and  future. 

One  of  our  prime  targets  is  society’s 
fear  of  words.  Without  standing  on  a 
soapbox,  what  we  are  trying  to  say,  in 
as  entertaining  a  manner  as  possible 
is:  “Isn’t  it  a  shame  that  people  fear 
our  language?” 

We  apologize  to  you  Curtis,  and  to 
any  others  who  missed  our  point  and 
took  offense. 

But  we  would  be  proud,  not 
ashamed  if  1984,  in  a  small  way  “con¬ 
taminated”  the  English  language,  and 
assisted  in  bringing  “forbidden” 
words  into  general  usage.  Perhaps  at 
that  point  humanity  will  no  longer  fear 
itself,  and  we  will  see  words  for  what 
they  truly  are:  symbols  in  assisting  us 
to  a  better  understanding. 


SEX:  LOVE  IT 
□R  LEAVE  IT! 


It  occurs  to  me  that  every  one  of 
your  artists  and  writers  has  been  af¬ 
flicted  with  an  acute  case  of  Tour- 
ettes’  syndrome.  I  didn’t  know  it 
was  contagious. 

DR.  RALPH  THOMAS 
Dade  City,  Fla. 


I  can’t  begin  to  tell  you  how  much 
1984  has  improved  mV  vocabulary. 

BARRY  SMITH 
Kingsport,  La. 


I  want  to  thank  you.  You’ve  given  us 
the  first  comic  book  stories  with 
real  people.  Characters  with  which  I 
can  identify,  relate  to,  and  care 
about:  Protagonists  who  are 
strongly  driven  by  their  own  omni¬ 
present  sexuality.  People  like  us  all, 
whom  Sigmund  Freud  said,  are 
motivated  in  our  every  action  by 
sex. 

I  refer,  of  course,  not  only  to  your 
liberal  usage  of  the  English  lan¬ 
guage,  but  to  the  adult  themes  in 
your  stories,  as  well. 

Take  for  instance  the  classic  per¬ 
sonality  of  Captain  Spunky  Bolt,  the 
star  sailor  and  closet  homosexual  in 
the  lead  story,  “Last  of  the  Really 
Great  All-American  Joy  Juice.”  Ini¬ 
tially,  I  was  under  the  impression 
that  this  character’s  use  of  vulga¬ 
risms  was  employed  for  sheer  shock 
value,  or,  because  the  more  liberal 
climate  in  this  country  simply  al¬ 
lowed  you  to  at  long  last  employ 
words  and  phrases  that  have  long 
been  taboo.  I  was  shocked,  quite 
frankly,  into  passive,  non-thinking 
indignation.  Then  it  hit  me.  Hey! 
This  guy  is  a  sailor  of  tomorrow.  So 
how  in  the  hell  are  sailors  supposed 
to  talk?  It's  role  stereotyping  with 
more  than  a  grain  of  truth  to  lend  it 
credibility.  And  yet,  Spunky,  unlike 
his  real-life,  present-day  counter¬ 
part,  refrained  admirably  from  em¬ 
ploying  the  common,  now  overly- 
used  term  fuck  in  every  other  sen¬ 
tence.  Your  author/editor  quite 
wisely  thrust  more  colorful  euphe¬ 
misms  between  his  lips,  which  lent 
exactly  the  right  temper  to  Spunky’s 
personality. 

Not  only  was  the  character  speak¬ 
ing  quite  naturally  for  a  man  of  his 
position,  but  he  was  covering  up  his 
own  rampant  homosexuality  with 
words  and  actions  that  made  him 
sound  and  seem  more  like  a  robust 
heterosexual  "man!" 

That  aspect  didn’t  occur  to  me,  I 
admit,  until  the  final  panel  of  the 
story.  But  I  wonder  how  many 
others  missed  this  marvelous  little 
bit  of  literary  subtlety  because  they 
were  too  upset  or  too  hung-up  on 


the  use  of  socially  questionable  dis¬ 
course  to  see  the  intricate  and  sub¬ 
tle  shades  of  characterization  which 
your  excellent  author/editor  em¬ 
ployed. 

Then,  on  the  other  extreme,  there 
is  the  tragically  beautiful  Clarissa, 
from  the  truly  moving  ode,  “Once 
Upon  Clarissa.” 

She  did  not  betray  her  proper  up¬ 
bringing  by  employing  common  or 
colorful  vulgarisms.  She  showed 
that  she  was  a  verbally  eloquent 
lady,  motivated  by  one  all-consum¬ 
ing  desire:  to  give  birth. 

I  truly  felt  for  Clarissa.  I  cried  for 
her.  I  laughed  with  her.  For  me,  she 
was  as  real,  as  exciting  as  any  wo¬ 
man  I've  known.  More  real,  more  ex- 
citng,  more  alive  than  most  of  the 
cardboard  Farrahs,  Raquels  or 
Barbie  dolls  walking  around  today. 
And  yet,  there  isn’t  the  remotest 
trace  of  socially  questionable  inter¬ 
course  in  the  entire  story.  Which 
makes  it  even  clearer  to  me  that 
your  author/editor  is  not  exploiting 
the  language  nor  corrupting  his 
responsibilities  for  a  cheap  shot  at 

freater  magazine  sales.  He  is  using 
nglish  language  artfully  and  quite 
professionally.  And  I  only  hope  that 
those  flaunting  less  intelligence 
than  he  has  shown,  by  rebuking  his 
use  of  words,  will  eventually  over¬ 
come  their  own  fear  of  simple 
words,  and  enjoy  the  flawless,  dis¬ 
cerning  entertainment  that  is  to  be 
found  within  the  pages  of  1984. 

SCOTT  ASHTON 
Queens,  N.Y. 


PORTRAIT  OF 
MORE  TO  COME? 


Based  on  my  vast  experience  with 
comics  (or  funnies  if  you  wish),  I 
predict  that  1984  will  serve  up 
some  excellent,  inspired  material 
for  the  first  few  issues.  An  abbrevi¬ 
ated  period  of  literary  and  artistic 
stagnation  will  follow.  If  we’re  lucky, 
there  will  be  a  feeble  rally.  But 
eventually,  the  magazine  will  suc¬ 
cumb  to  sagging  sales.  We’ll  see  an 
early  death,  ana  a  reclassification  to 
comic  book  legendry.  And  a  few 
years  from  now  we’ll  all  be  saying, 
‘Remember  78  when  '84  was 
being  published?  Man,  those  were 
the  days!" 

Puh-leeeeeeease!  Prove  me 
wrong! 

L.  PHILLIP  DUQUESNE 
Rapid  City,  Iowa 


Let  us  calm  your  fears,  Phillip.  As 
one  astute  reader  put  it,  “1984  is  now 
and  forever!”  We’ll  still  be  here  in 
2001!  As  for  what  we  are  going  to  do 
about  our  name  becoming  outmoded 
by  that  glorious  year,  we  still  haven’t 
figured  out! 


Send  all  letters  to:  1984  MAGAZINE,  WARREN  PUBLISHING,  145  East  32nd  Street,  N.Y.  N.Y.,  10016 
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7  HA! HA!  NOT  SAP, 

0ORIS!  '/'KNEW  MAH  SEVENTH 
FLEET  WAS  ON  MANEUVERS 
NEAR  IT'LY  OtPN'TCHA!? 


OR  IS  THERE  - 

'  SOMETH  I  NS  EVEN  MORE 
SINISTER  OF  WHICH  THE 
.  CHIEF  EXECUTIVE  SHOULP 
L.  SE  AWARE?  > 


Y  WELL,  GENTLEMEN...!  ^ 

'WHERE  PO  WE  START?  WHAT'S 
THE  MOST  IMPORTANT  THING 
\  A  NEW  PRESIDENT  SHOULP 
/KNCW?  > 


ALL  RIGHT,  ” 
S'  TATER- GUZZLIN' 
REP!  ONE  POINT  . 
I  FOR  SOU  .!  SUT  < 
/1W  KNOWS  A 
L'lL  SECRET 
^  TOOl  > 


UH...  WELL, SIR...) 
WE...  UH... SCARCELY 
KNOW  WHERE  TO 

'x  BE6N! 


THE  BUTTON..* 

'  ARE  YOU  GOING  TO  TELL 
ME  ALL  ASOUT  THE  LEGENPARY 
SUT  INFAMOUS  "BUTTON"  THAT 
v  COULP  SLOW  UP  THE  ENTIRE 

WORLP?  A 


ENEMY 

VESSELS,  COMRAPE 
COMMANPER...! 


r  THEY... 

THEY  ARE 

EVERYWHERE!  . 


Ml 


MM 

h£ 


Sul  a 


/  AH  PONT  KNOW  'BOUT  ^ 

YOU,  BORIS  BOAH ...  BUT  AH'P 
7  SAV  we  WAS  JUST  'BOUT  , 

EVEN  UP\  ONE  ALL...  1 

v  AN'THASS  GAME!  A 


OUT  WITH  IT,  NOW! 

WHAT  HAVE  YOU  SOT  TO  TELL 
ME  THAT  COULP  BE  SO 

TERRIBLE  ? 


COME  NOW,  GENTLEMEN. 
VOU  NEEPNT  BE  BASHFUL 
WITH  ME  !  YOU'LL  FINP  ME 
A  S^PLE.UNDERSTANPING 
MAN,  VERY  MUCH  LIKE  / 
X,  YOURSELVES! 


ONLY  PIFFERENCE 
BETWEEN  US,  IS  THAT 
NINETY  MILLION 
INTELLIGENT 
PISCERNINO 
AMERICANS  VOTEP 
NUMBER 
ONE  IN  A 
POPULARITY 


y  J'EEZUS,  SKIPPER  I 
SOVIET  FIGHTERS!  THE 
THE  SKy'S  FULL  OF 
U  THEM! 


-r  WHEREIN 
1  SOP'S  NAME  PIP 
THEY  ALL  COME 


>  ANP  LORO...!  1 
LORP  GOO!  WHY  ARE 
THEY  OESTROYING 


you  GONE  GIT 
YvE  MAP  IN  A  SEC NC? 


II  dfrej 

.■;  Wit * 

luiiH 

II 

f  'jL^^R 

~lfi9vai 

MUSBf 

1  1  1111*  IM  1 

/  • THE  FATE  OF  \ 
THE  WORLP  IS  IN  . 
THE  HANPS  OF  TWO 
OLD  MEN*  A.. .A 
REHABILITATEP 
COMMUNIST 
ALCOHOUC...ANP 
A  HILLBILLY 
MOONSHINER 
CONTROL  THE  WORLP* 
MOST  POWERFUL 
ARMIES*'.  , 


’^THEY...  THEY  COMMUNICATE^1 
TELEPATMCAUV  AMP  THEY 
CAN  MOVE  MEN  ANP  MACHINES 
ABOUT  WITH  MERE  WISPS 
.  OF  THOUGHT!  ^ 


IT  IS  A  LITTLE 
PIFFICULT  TO  EXPLAIN, 
f  SIR!  THEY...  THEY  SEEM  1 
'  TO  BE  MUTANTS  OF  1 
SOME  KINP... !  THEY 
WERE  EITHER  £0*/V 
WITH... OR  SOMEHOW, 
THROUGH  SOME  MEANS 

LWE  HAVE  AS  YET  TO  AS- 
caxjA\H...ACQUlR6P  i 
FANTASTIC  MENTAL  l 
^  POWERS!  ^ 


/SINCE  HARPING...? 
(  THAT...  THAT  MEANS. 

\  WORLP  WAR  II-/? 


''THEN...  THE  BALANCE'' 
OF  WORLP  PEACE  HANGS 
ON  THEIR  WHIM 
\ ^  ALONE?  ^ 


FOR  WHILE  ' 
THOUGH, WAS  ALMOST 
LIKE  OLP  TIMES,  4 
WAS  IT  NOT1.?  ' 
HA!  HA!  HA!  1 


HOLP  UP  A  MITE  HERE,  BORIS 
OL'  SUPPY!  WE'S  TOO  OLP  * 
T'BE  SPURTIN'  THIS 
KINP’A  NONSENSE! 


A  NO  MUCH  TOO 

SMART! 


/  AS  WE  UNPERSTANP  \ 
IT,  SIR...  IT  WAS  A  MINOR  ' 
MISUNPERSTANPING  OVER 
A  COMMENT  MAPE 
BY  ONE  OF  THEM 
.  ABOUT  THE  OTHERS  / 
K  MOTHER...! 


/  THAT'S  ABOUT 
(  THE  5 !ZE  OF  IT, 
v  sir;  , 


EVERY  PRESIPENT 
SINCE  WARREN G. 
HARPING  HAS  HAP  TO 
v  CONTENP  WITH 


WE  HAVE  BEEN 
PRIENPS  TOO  LONG  l 
SHOULP  NOT  SQUABBLE! 
A  TOAST  TO  OUR 
EVERLASTING 
COM  RAPER  y/ 


J  OH  LORP,  SiR!  L-, 
GOP!  WHAT... WHAT  J 
EVER  GOT  WTO  / 
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VICTIMS?  YEAH!  FOR  LACKOFA  SETTER  TERM, 
THAT'S  WHAT  WE  CALLEP  THEM.  MARKS.  PUPES 
SACRIFICES.  PREV!  IT  ALL  ENPEP  UP  THE  SAME.  IF 
THEY  SAIP  OR  PIP  PIRTY  TO  THE  U.S  OFA.,  SOONER 
OR  LATER  HOWLING  HOWARP  SENT  US  AFTER  THEM... 


WITH  ALL  HUMILITY  I  MUST  APMIT  THAT X  WAS 
ONE  OF  THEIR  BETTER  OPERATIVES.THEY  HANPEP 
ME  ONLY  THE  TOUGHEST  JOSS.  THOSE  THE 
OTHER  AGENTS  PlPN'T  HAYE  THE  CUBES  TO  UNPER- 
TA<E.  LIKE  MOKHTAR  OULU  PADPAH,  PRESiPENT 
OF  MAURITANIA,  WHO  SPREAP  THOSE  NASTY 
STORIES  ABOUT  LILLIAN  CARTER'S  SEX  CHANGE 
SACK  IN  '02...! 


IT  WAS  MV  ASSIGNMENT  • 
TO  TEACH  THAT  SMUTTY  u 
MOTH  ER  NOT  TO  l 

SPREAP ViC\OUSGO$5/P  ? 
ASOUT  OUR  CITIZENRY. 
SO.SOOPNATUREP 
FELLOW  THAT  I  AM,  I  , 
HAP  THE  GENITALIA  OF  k 
A  GREAT  BLUE  WHALE  ' 
GRAFTEP  ONTO  HIS 
GROIN  PURINS  ONE  OF 
HIS  ON-THE-SLY  VISITS  E 
TO  COPENHAGEN'S  0STER-  - 
GAPE. 


THEN  THERE  WAS  THE  TIME 
IN  BULGARIA. ..WHEN  TOPOR 
ZHIVKOV.  THE  FLIPPANT 
SECRETARY  OF  THE  COM¬ 
MUNIST  PARTY,  IN  ELOQUENT 
BULGARIAN,  CALLEP 
PRESIPENT  ABZUG  THE  IL¬ 
LEGITIMATE  OFFSPRING  OF 
A  HORSE'S  ASS...! 

I  NEEPN'T mention  what  we 
GRAFTEP  ONTO  TOOOR. 

THE  STRANGEST  THING 
ABOUT  THAT...  FROM  THE 
REAR  YOU  COULPN'T  TELL  / 
HIM  OR  BELLA  APART! 


.  I  GUESS  I  PON'T  HAVE  TO 
'  TELL  SOU...  HE  PlPN'T  GO 
AROUNP  MAKING  SEXUAL¬ 
LY  PEG  RAPING  STATE¬ 
MENTS  ABOUT  MISS  LIL"! 
\  I  MEAN  MR.  LILLIAN 
AGAIN.OR  ANYONE 
ELSE  FOR  THAT  MATTER, 
I  V  THEY  WOULPHAVE  \ 
i-s  TO  SHOW  UP  JUST  AS  ) 

I  WAS  GETTING  REAPY^ 
A  FOR  MY  MORNING  J 
—  A  MEAL!  SHIT!  X' 


YEAH.,.!  THEY 
GAVE  ME  THE 
NASTY-ASS 
PHYSICAL 
TASKS.  THOSE 
ASSIGNMENTS 
THAT  PEMANPEP 
A  CONNOIS¬ 
SEUR'S  TOUCH 
WHEN  ITCAME 
TO  POETIC 
IRONY...! 

r  VENTURE  IN¬ 
TO  THE 
SOU  A  LIP  OUT- 
v  POORS  WHEN  , 
r  I'VE  GOT  A 
NICE  SAFE 
HI  PE  OUT  IN’ 

,  SI  PE  OLP  . 
P  LAPY  \\ 
k  SPHINX..-?  )\ 


OH  I  NEVER  PIP  THE 
ACTUAL "CUTANP 
PASTE*  ON  ANY  OF  MY  I 
WORK.  I  HAP  A 
SPECIALIST  FOR 
THAT.  MY  FORTE 
LAY  STRICTLY  IN  PE‘ 
SlGNINS  THE ''BLUE¬ 
PRINTS." 


ONE  OF  MY  MASTER-  | 
PIECES  WAS  WHAT 
GOT  THE  WORLP/W"  I 
TO  THIS  MESS.  IT 
INVOLVEP  IPI  AMIN...  I 
PRESIPENT,  FIELP 
MARSHAL,  DOCTOR 
ANP  JESTER  OF 
TINY  UGANPA  IN 
AFRICA...' 
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YOU  PROBABLY  REAP  SACK. 
IN '71  INHERE  IPI  LEP  HIS 
ARMY  AGAINST  MILTON 
060TE,  THEN  UGANPA'S 
PRESIDENT,  IN  ONE  OF 
THE  PULLEST  MILITARY 
COUPS  OF  THE  CENTURY. 
OF  COURSE,  MILT  WAS  ON 
VACATION  AT  THE  TIME, 
SO  IPI'S  BOYS  PIPN'T 
MEET  WITH  A  HELLUVA 
LOT  OF  RESISTANCE. 


OH  GREAT!  I 

ANP  RIGHT  ABOVE 
THE  CRYOGENICS  CHAMBER, 
r  TOO  I  _ - 


HEN! HEN!  HOW  Y ‘DOM.’  T 
HELGA,  OL'  GAL...?  YOU  \ 
REMEMBER  ME... 
PON'TCHAI? 


PIPLOMATICALLY  ANP 
POLITICALLY,  HE 
STEPPEPON  THE 
TOES  OF  GARGAN¬ 
TUAN  WORLP  POWERS 
ANP  PIMINUTIVE  PEONS 
ALIKE.  HE  WAS  A 
MONGOLIAN  CORN- 

HOlE  intellect¬ 
ually.  ANP  A  SLAVER¬ 
ING  NEANPERTHAL 
PHYSICALLY.  WHO 

BUMBLEPANP 
BRUISEP  HIS  WAY 

through  both 

NATIONAL  ANP  INTER- 
NATIQNAL  AFFAIRS .' 


^  I'M  THE  ONE 
WHO  PUT  YOU  HERE 
...TO  KEEP  THE 
RIFF-RAFF  AWAY 
FROM  OURGu6ST!\ 


/  HOW  WAS  I  ^ 
TO  KNOW  THAT 
ANCIENT  MASONRY 
WAS  GONNA 
CRUMBLE  UNPER 
MY  FEET? 


(-:•/  I'VE  BUSTEP  x 
Vr  THE  FREON  SEAL 
.  WHICH  KEEPS  OUR 
'4  PRETTY 

X  SNOOZING...! 


AW  SHIT, 

HELGA  I  NON  LOOK 
WHAT  YOU'VE  MAPE 
MEPO...! 


|  HIS  FIRST  YEAR  IN  ‘C& 
i  OFFICE,  HE  ESTABLISH-  KpL 
!  EP  ENMITY  WITH  £ Of 

AMERICA.  H IS  SECONP  LfS 
YEAR  HE  ALIENATEP  Q 

:  THE  RUSSIANS.  BY 
1  THE  TIME  HE’P  BEEN  >-YS 
rt  IN  OFFICE  AOECAPE,  \ 

:  OL' IPI  HAP  COME  K>' 

j  CLOSER  THAN  ANY/WAN 
IN  HISTORY  OFHAVING  S? 

[  HIS  COUNTRY  BLOWN  {X: 

:  OFF  THE  FACE  OF  THE  h. 
MAP  BY  ENGLANP,  CHINA 
FRANCE,  ISRAEL, EGYPT 
KENYA,  ZAIRE,  SOMALIA,  $  'to 
TANZANIA  ANP  UECHTEN- 
STEIN,SlMULTANEOUSLYi  J'  f 


i  NOT  TO  MENTION  HIS  I 
I  OWN  PEOPLE,  THE 
i  UGANDANS,  WHO  IT 
I  WAS  PlSCOVEREP 
I  WERE  ALL  SET  TO 
I  NUKE  THEIR  COUNTRY  1 
1  INTO  OBLIVION  JUST 
TO  BE  RIO  OF  H 


THROUGHOUT  THE 
SEVENTIES  IPlAMIN 
RULEP  UGANPA  WITH 
AN  IRON  FIST  HE 
CLAIMEP  THE 
COUNTRY'S  WEALTH 
AS  HIS  OWN,  SAMPLEP 
THE  CHARMS  OF  HIS 
FEMALE  SUBJECTS 
AS  HE  PLEASED. 
ANP  REGULARLY 
EXECUTED  THOSE 
WHOSE  FACES  HE 
PIPN'T  LIKE. 


BE  FORE  I  STARTEP  ON  HIM,  IOI 
WAS  QUITE  AT  ERROR.  ONCE  UP-| 
ON  A  TIME  HE  WAS  THE  HEAVY- 
WEIGHT  BOXING  CHAMPION  OF 
THE  ENTIRE  UGANPAN  ARMY.  IT 
POESN'TSEEM  ALL  THAT  MANY  ! 
YEARS  AGO  THAT  HE  WAS  IN 
THE  RING,  TAKING  THOSE 
PUNCHES  TO  THE  HEAP  WHICH 
EVE  NTUALLY  GAVE  HIM  H  IS 
GRANP  POLITICAL 
ASPIRATIONS. 


THESE  "ETHNIC  WEAPONS,"  AS  THEY  WERE  CALLER 
WERE  NOT  SOMETHING  TOTALLY  NEW.  HITLER  HAP  HlS 
SCIENTISTS  WORKING  ON  THE/A  IN  1939,  AS  AN 
EFFECTIVE  PERMANENT  SOLUTION  TO  THE  "JEWISH 
PROBLEM* 


FORTUNATE  LY,  THOUGH,  HITLER'S 
WEAPONS  WERE  NEVER  PERFECTED  I 
THEY  JUST  PIPNT  HAVE  THE  SCIEN-  | 
TIFIC  KNOW-HOW  BACK  THEN  TO 
ISOLATE  ANP  IPENTIFY  THOSE 
SPECIFIC  GENES  WHICH  PETERMINEP 
INPIVIPUAL  RACIAL  CHARACTERISTICS 


L  AC  K I NG  THAT,  I T  WAS  IMPOSSIBLE 
TO  COME  UP  WITH  THE  RIGHT  COMBIN¬ 
ATION  TO  PROPUCE  RACIALLY 
SELECTIVE  WEAPONS' 


LIKE  THE  TIME  HE  NAMED 
HIMSELF  "PRESIPENT,  KING, 
CHANCELLOR,  PREMIER, 
C0NQU6RER  ANP  MASTER 
OF  THE  CONTINENTOFAFRICA, 
ANP  UGANPA  IN  PARTICULAR!" 


ITSEEMEP\f) 
THAT  THE 
ONLY  TIME  ? 
IPI  AMIN  OPEN¬ 
ER  HIS  MOUTH 
WAS  SO  THAT 
HE  COULP 
FREELY  MOVE 
HIS  FEET.  ( 


OFCOURSE.NO 
ONE  TOOK  HIM. 
SERIOUSLY.  THE 
WORLP  SIMPLY 
FIGUREP  THAT 
EITHER  HE  HAP  AN/ 
UNEKPECTEPLY 
WARPED  SENSE 
OF  HUMOR. ..OR 
THAT  IPI  AMIN 
WAS  EVEN  MORE 
PUNCHDRUNK 
THAN  THEY'P  3E- 
LIEVEPALL  ALONG. 


ANOTHER  FEW  > 
SECONPS  ANP  SHE'LL  i 
86  UNLEASHED  AG  AIN 
ON  AN  UNSUSPECTING 
WORLP!  <-y^ 


DAMMIT!  \- 

THERE'S  NO  WAY 
TO  TURN  IT  OFF!  J 
,  5  SHE...SHE'S  \ 
O  AWAKENING...  \ 

,  V  STRETCHING...  ) 
N  COMING  TO  X 

V  LIFE... I  J 


VET  WHILE  EVERYONE 
WAS  TRYING  TO 
figure  him  out,sly- 

AS-A-SNAKE  IPI  WAS 
MAKING  REAPY  TO 
TAKE  OVER  AFRICA 
PERMANENTLY... 

ANP  THROW  THE  REST 
OF  THE  WORLP  IN  AS 
A  SORT  OP  CRACKER- 
JACK  PRIZE! 


WHAT  HE  PIP  WAS  EN¬ 
LIST  THE  AIP  OF  A  FEW 
NAZI  SCIENTISTS 
leftover  from 

the  SRANP  ANP 

glorious  pays  of 
WORLD  WAR II.  AGED, 
BORPERING  ON  THE 
SENILE,  BUT  N0NETHE- 
LESS-SENILELY 

brilliant,  he  paip 

THEM  HANPSOMELY 
TO  CONCOCT  A 
WE  APON  THAT  WOULP 
OBLITERATE  ANYONE 
NOT  OF  MS  MASTER 
_ RACE!' 
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NATURALLY,  THE  C.I.  A.,  F  B.I.,IU.F 
AO  INFINITUM  GOT  WIND  OF  HIS 
PASTARPLY  SCHEME.  ALU  OF 
THEM,  NO  DOUBT,  SENT  THEIR 
AGENTS  INTO  UGANPA  IN  A  BE¬ 
LATED  LAST-PITCH  ATTEMPT 
TO  THWART  THE  MAPMANS 
PESIGNS. 


<5AAAAA- 


X  PiPN'T  THINK 
IV  HAVE  A  FLY'S  PRICK 
OF  A  CHANCE  TO  PULL 
IT  OFF! 


4  JUST  MY 
gv  LUCK!  IPI  AMIN 
\  LIVES  AGAIN!! 


DISPOSAL'  WAS  THE  PLAN.  BUT  ONLY  D.D.T. 
HAP  THE  FORESIGHT  TO  REALIZE  THAT 
ASSASSINATION  WOULP  NEVER  WORK. 
CHIEFLY  SECAUSE'TpI'S  STATE  RESEARCH 
BUREAU .. .  HI5  SECRET  POLICE...HAD  HIM 
TOO  WELL  GUARPEP/ 


BUT  IPI  HAP  FIFTY  YEARS  OF  TECHNO¬ 
LOGY  ON  HIS  IPOL  APOLF.  IN  A 
MATTER  OF  WEEKS,  HE  HAD  HIS 
ETHNIC  ARSENAL!  SMALL,  COMPACT 
CONVENTIONAL  MISSILES,  THAT 
WHEN  LAUNCHEP,  COULP EFFECTIVE¬ 
LY  DECIMATE  ANYONE  ANP EVERY¬ 
ONE  OF  WHITE,  REP,  BROWN, YELLOW 
OR  EVEN  POLKA-POT  COMPLEXION/ 


ONLY  IPI  AMIN'S  BLACK  MASTER  RACE 
WOULP  BE  SPARED1.  AT  LAST  HE  HAP 
THE  MEANS  TOMAKE  HIMSELF 
MASTER  OF  AFRICA  ANP  THE  WORLP! 


WHAT  WAS  NEEPEP  WAS  APLAN  WITH  MORE  DASH,  MORE 
H  OARING,  MORE  FLAIR  JO  ELIMINATE  AMIN  EFFECTIVE¬ 
LY.  THAT'S  WHERE  J  CAME  IN.  ME  ANP  MY  MANI ACAL 
PLOT  TO  SAVE  THE  WORLD..! 


/''fOU  ANSWER  \ 
QUESTIONS, 
THEN  IPI  CUT 
,  OUT  VOU  , 

V  heart;  / 


X  WHERE  X 
'  IS  THIS  \ 
place?  is  ) 

NOT  IPI'S 
PRECIOUS  ,  I 

>  HOMELAND!/ 


/hohyou  \ 
J  GST  ipi  \ 
AWAY  FROM 
V  LOYAL  / 
\  GO ARPS*/ 


/  ANP  WHY  XJ 
YOU  PO  THESE  ' 
TERRIBLE 
THINGS?  IPI 
NOT  SUCH  y 

X  SAP  GUY/ Xl 


CONCOCTEP  \ 
A  COVER 
STORY 
CLAIMING 
THAT  YOUP 
BEEN 

ASSASSINATED../ 


/  SHIT,  A/O,  IP. ..YOU'RE  X 
A  PEARL!  HE  JUST  PIP  IT  \ 
CAUSE  WE'RE  MEAN,  y 
V  SHIT-EATING  PRICKS!  S 


ymA  /CUT  THE  CRAP,  \ 
M.  AN !  YOU  KA/OW  \ 
zTAI  we  went  TO  ALL  \ 
7/®  ?  1  THIS  TROUBLE  JUST  I 
f/'m  \  50  vou  WOULPNT  / 

/  B  \  START  WORLD 

/  n  V  war  a  j.  y 


C.  THEN  SMUGGLED  X 
YOU  OUT  OF  UGANPA  \ 
WITH  HELP  FROM  YOUR  / 
LOYAL  "FRIENPS."  y 


^WE  GOTAS  FAR 

AS  HERE...£GVPr..  ^ 
TO  P.D.T.'S  SECRET 
HEAPQUARTERS, 

^  LOCATEP  IN  THE  BASEJ 
^  OF  THE  SPHINXj^fl 


WE  PLACEP  YOU  in  Xfi 
f  SUSPENDED  ANIMATION, 

'  WHERE  YOU  SHOULP HAVE 

LREMAINEP  ASLEEP  FOR 
THE  NEXT  FIVE 
HUNPREP  MILLENNIA.  >4 


•OfXfC? 


WE  WANTEP  YOU  Xr- 
r  OUT  OF  THE  WAY, GUY...  \ 
BECAUSE  IPI  AMIN  IN 
ANY  FORM  IS  STILL  ID! 

AMIN...  AS  DANGEROUS, 

L  AS  UNPREDICTABLE  AS  A 

ALWAYS! 


ar  BUT  SOMEHOW,  ~ 
r  SOMEONE  GOT 
WIND  OF  OUR 
PASTARPLY PEEP- 
SOME  OF  YOUR 
Y  OWN  PEOPLE 

IN  UGANDA.  ^ 


\X  WHEN  THEY 
V  LEARNEP  THAT 
/  YOU  WERE  ALIVE  " 
'  ANP  HIPPEN  SOME¬ 
WHERE  IN  EGYPT, 
THEY  BOMBED 
HOLY  SHITOUTOF 
THE  COUNTRY... 

\  ANPSTARTEP  , 
A  THE  WAR  / 

WITHOUT  A 

■■X.  YOU! 


/"GOOD!  X 
'  shoulp  re/JC« 

YOU  NOT  TO 
,  MESS  WITH 
V  IPI'S  ARMY!  y 


/jusTxy 

/SHOWS  IPI< 

/  STILL  \ 

LOVEP  \ 
ENOUGH 
l  TO  BE  KING 


^  QUEEN,  x 

IP.  YOU'RE 
.  FORGETTING^ 


-taking,  oueen, /r\ 
(  not  matter.ipi  amin) 
V  still  tops!  ^ 


'  YEAH.  BUT  X 
TOPS  OF  HWir? 
THERE  AIN'T  NOBOPY 
LEFT,  M'FRIENP!  > 
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ANP..-  UNBEKNOWNST  TO  THE  SCIENTISTS  OF 
THE  FUTURE,  A  STRANGE,  ALIEN  VESSEL  SOBS 
SERENELV  ON  THE  VIRGIN  WATERS  OP  EARTH'S 
DISTANT  PAST...!  TWO  GOC?S  INHABITING  |T5  PECKS 
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CAN'T  MAKE  ITOUT!  LOOKS 
LIKE  SOMETHIN'  WALKIN' 

^  ON  TWO  Laos. 


WHATtHA  see, BUGS?] 
V'SEE  SOME  FOOD,  I 
DO  YA...  DOYA... 

DOY A* 


NAN!  JUST  THE  SAME, 
STARK,  DEVASTATED 
LANDSCAPE  THERE 
ALWAYS  IS. NOTHIN© 
THAT  MIGHT—!  OOPS! 
WAIT  A  MINUTE.  SOME' 
TH  IN'S  MOVIN'  OUT 
THERE. 


AKKKK!  BUGS!  LOOKS... LOOK 
HE  HAS  FOOD,  BUGS!  YUMMY 
YUMMY  FOqOOoP! 


ARE  WE  GONNA  TAKE  THE 
FOOD,  BUGS?  ARE  WE  GONNA 
BASH  HIS  BRAINS  IN?  HUH? 
ARE  WE  ...ARE  WE? 


rMAYB6  WE  Y 
COULD  EAT 
HIM,  BUGS! 
HUH?  MAYBE 
MAYBE!  - 


FOOD...  YES ! 
BRAINS...  HO! 
I'VE  GOT  A 


AW,  IT'S  TUST  THAT  DUMBMUTANT 
PIMENTO.  HE  SEEMS  TO  BE 
CARRYING  SOME  KIND  OF  SACK! 


Author:  JAN  STRNAD /  Illustrator:  RICHARD  CORBEN 


omcNTo... 
SOOHOO.  PIMENTO, 
MV  FRIEND.  ■ . ! 


HUH * 


WOO  HIPE  HERE. I’LL 
HANPLE  THE 
WHOLE 
THING. 


OH..JS  SOU.  WHAT  SOU  WANT. 
PIMENTO  NOT  LIKE  BUGS  / 
MAVBE  PIMENTO  STOMP  ON 
8U6S  FACE! 


aw,  C'MON,  Pimento.1  so  x  triep  to 

CHAR-BROIL  VOU  ONCE  !  LET'S  LET 
BV60NES  BE  BVGONES.  I  CAN  PO 
VOU  A  FAVOR.  HOW'P  VOU  LIKE  A 
NICE  BIG  PILE  OF  FOOP,  HUH* 


WELL  ...I  DUNMO!  I'P  FEEL 
BETTER  IF  VO U  WERE  TO 
LEAVE  SOMETHING  BEHINP 
AS  A  GESTURE  OF  FAITH. 
LET'S  SEE, NOW...!  HOW 
ABOUT  THAT  SACK* 


PIMENTO  KEEP  SACK 
TO  BRING  MORE  FOOP 
SOU  KEEP  ROTTEN 
APPLES! 


CREEPER, VOU  POPE! 
THERE  IS  HO  FOOP... 
EXCEPT  WHAT  WE'VE 
GOT  RIGHT HEKE‘ 


V'PRIVE  A  HARP 
BARGAIN,  PIMENTO- 
NOW  I  TELL  VA 
WHAT  V’PO...! 


WHV  PON'T  WE  JUST  TAKE 
THAT  PILE  OF  FOOP  OUR¬ 
SELVES?  WHV  5PLIT  IT 
WITH  THAT  BIG  APE,  HUH, 
BUGS.'TELL  ME... 

TELL  ME ! 


AhHhH"H!  FOOP !  HEH!^ 
heh!-,orool/;bugs... 

VOU  ONE  SMART  FELLOW! 


f  f0o°0-°00v\  ft 
I^WHERE  ARE  vou?y 


PIMENTO  NOT 
THINK.  THIS  SUCH 
GOOP  I  PEA! 


r  lissen,  ^ 
FOOP...MAVBE 
WE  JUST 
FORGET  WHOLE 
THINS  ...WHAT  , 
k  YOU  SAY?  J 


'HMMMM!  PIMENTO' 
THINK  MAYBE 
PIMENTO  BEEN  J 
V  WTO*  ^ 


THIS 

REALLY  AM, 
NOTKINP  I 
OFFOOP  * 
I  PIMENTO 

LIKE' 


CO/AE  HERE. 
PIMENTO!  COME 
ANP  SEE  ME* 


OH, PIMENTO  SO  HAPPY! 
PIMENTO'S  FRIENP  AM  STILL 
ALIVE!  MANSE  SHE  3E  NICE 
TO  PIMENTO...  LIKE  IN  DREAM! 


COME  ON, 

PIMENTO!  I'M 
WAITING  FOR 
NOU!  I  HAVE  A 
BIG  SURPRI5E. 


Author:  BILL  DuBAY/ Illustrators:  JIM  JANES  and  RUDY  NEBRES 
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K  ^STANLEY,  VOU'RE 
>  SUCH  A  WORKS  WART!  \ 
J  I'M  NOT  A  ROOMS  AT  THIS, 
7  YOU  KNOW !  I've  trail  ep 
J  THESE  PISGRUNTLEP 
A  TYPES  BEFORE!  I 
A  KNOW  HOWPESPHRATE, 

^  v  HOW  DANGEROUS  / 


HOW  DANGEROUS 
^THEV  CAN BE!  / 


^IWASGlFTEP  \ 

WITH  THIS  FASHIONABLE 
TIN  ARM  BY  BEING  NAIVE! 
I  CERTAINLY  WON'T 
UNPER  ESTIM  ATe  OUR 
FRIEN V>  OUT  THERE! 


*'•  1 

.*#•  v'. 

mmm 

V  ter  ,  | 

ipSP* '  «wA|| 

'V;‘ 

pi 

Ivxjyif 

k 

■ 'pin* 

hfmlww 

MM; 

immm 


IjW.,  YOU'RE  RBR DV, 
i  *51  v  lov/e  >  a 


Y  'WHEN  SHE  CONES 


W  THROUGH  THAT  POOR.  V 
£  SHE'LL  »e  8ARQECUEP 
t  WHERE  SHE  STANPS.'MAY- 

"  be  rwflr  will  prove  to 

I  THE  LACK  WITS  OH  ORGASTY 
\  THAT  I'VE  HAP  MY  FILL  ^ 
x  OF  THEM  ANP  THEIR  V 
/X  SSNSELBS5  LIVES..! 


rSO  THE 

TOOLINS  > 

BUFFOONS'VE 
SENT  LITTLE  SALLY 

starslanner 

FOR  ME,EH!*Wfl 
HA!  SURELY,  THE 
BRAINLESS  TWIT 
POESN'T  THINK 
SHE  CAN  BRIN© 
ME  SACK.  TO 
THAT  HELLHOLE*  , 


MAYBE  THEN,  \ 
/V  THEY'LL  LEAVE  ME 
XI  IN  PEACE  SOI--.*  EH!  ? 

/f  THAT...  THAT  SMOKE ‘GREAT 
RAGNORP!  SHE'S 
X  USING  A-*! 


GAAAA!  I  'LL 

■  SfiT  YOU  FOR  THIS, SALLY 
STARSLAMMER! YOU  ANP 
THOSE  PlG-HUMPING,  BEEF- 
x  BRAINEP  DEGENERATES! 


^tiOUOMAR!  IS  THAT^ 
ANY  WAY  TO  TALK  ABOUT 
YOUR FRIENPS?  THEY'RE 
ONLY  LOOKING  OUT  FOR 
YOUR  WELFARE!  PLEASE, 
OMAR!  TELL  ME  YOU'LL 
COME  BACK!  YOU'LL 
NEVER  FINP  ANOTHER 
HOME  AS  WONPER' 

FUL  AS  OGGASTY!  X 


Il®iaKTl!  ':^'l  mwmkr  = 

nFK*y| 

■Ll 

Shi 

f  IT'S  REALLY  A  N 

SHAME,  THOUGH,THAT 
THERE  ISN'T  SOME- 
OTHER  WAV  TO  PtS* 
COURAGE  RUN- 
AWMS!  WE  HAVE 
A  REPUTATION  TO 
UPHOLRANPWE 
CAN'T  HAVE  OUT* 
SIPERS  THINK¬ 
ING  THAT  OUR 
\  SELOVEP  ORSASTY 
V  IS  A  DRAG!  s 


/'IBS,  i  Guess  \ 

WE'P  SETTER  GET  ' 
ON  POWN  ANP  REPORT 
TO  TURN*  TAIL  J 

V.  CENTRAL!  // 
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Author:  BILL  DuBAY/ Illustrator:  ALFREDO  ALCALA 
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HIS  SECRET  MASTERS,  THE  WAR-MAKERS, 
HAP  SUPPOSE?  HE  WAS  ALREAPY  PEAP- 
HE  WANTEP  PESPERATELY  TO  CONTACT 
THEM,  TO  LET  THEM  KNOW  HE  WAS  ALIVE 
ANP  WAS  PUSHING  AHEAP  WITH  HIS 
MISSION.  BUT  IT  WAS  IMPOSSIBLE. 


THE  ENEMY  WAS  HOT  ON  HIS  HEELS, 

ANP  ONLY  HIS  WITS,  ANP  A  SHITLOAPOF 
LUCK,  HAP  GOTTEN  PIKE  THIS  FAR:  TO 
A  NINTH  FLOOR  HOTEL  ROOM  IN  SAVANNAH, 
GEORGIA. VET,  THIS  IS  WHERE  PIKE  HAP 
TO  BE. 


*  COMPLETE  MONUMENTAL  MILITARV  FUCK-UP. 


WORST  OF  IT  WAS,  PIKE  WA5  NOT  ALL  THAT  CLEAR  AS 
TO  WHAT  HIS  MISSION  WAS  ABOUT.  THE  SUBNORMS 
ACTEP  AS  A  UNIT,  ANP  CERTAIN  KEV  PARTS  OF  THE 
MISSION  WERE,  FOR  PURPOSES  OF SECURITV,  NOT 
REVEALEP  TO  HIM.  WITHOUT  THE  OTHERS,  PIKE 
WAS  HELPLESSLY  APRIFT  IN  ENEMV  TERRITORY. 


OF  THE  12  ORIGINAL  SUBNORMS,  PIKE 
ALONE  WAS  LEFT.  THE  ELEVEN  OTHERS, 
HIS  BROTHERS,  WITH  WHOM  HE  HAP  TRAINEP 
FOR  SO  LONG  FOR  THIS  MISSION,  ALL  WERE 
PEAP.  OR  WORSE  THAN  PEAP.  HE  PIP 
NOT  KNOW  WHICH. 


IT  WOULP  BE  SUNNY,  IF  IT  WEREN'T 
SO  TRAGICALLY  IMPORTANT. 


IN  ANY  CASE,  IT  WAS  UP  TO  PIKE  ALONE  SfM 
TO  PULL  OFF  THIS  MIRACLE  NOW. 

li.  jr  ~.y#.  Wifjij/  if  t  tV5n 


if ijt 

... . 

i9 

i 

Author:  ALABASTER  REDZONE/ Illustrator:  ABEL  LAXAMANA 
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;  PIKE  FELL  HEAVILY  INTO  THE  CHAIR,  PLAYING  IT  OVER  IN  HIS 
■  MINP.  SOMEBOPY SCREWED  UR  SOMEBOPY  LET  THE  ENEMY 
*  GET  THEIR  CLAW9  ON  THE  SUBNORM  MISSION  FILE.  ANP 
_  NOW  HIS  MISSION...  HIS  LIFE,  WERE  IN  TEOPARPY. 


THEY  WERE  IN  MIAMI,  HIS  HUNTERS.  ROUNDING  HIS  BROTHERS  UP  BEFORE 
THEY  EVEN  KNEW  THEY  WERE  UPON  THEM.  IF  PIKE  H APN'T  9TRAYEP  FROM 
THE  OTHER  SUBNORMS  FOR  THAT  SHORT  MOMENT,  HE  WOULP  BE 
S HR  RING  HIS  COMRAPES’  PARK  FATE. 


IF  HE  ONLY  COULP  GET  A 

MESSAGE  THROUGH  TO 
TO  THE  WAR-MAKERS... 

A  CALL,  A  TELE  GRAM...  HE 
NEEPEP  VERIFICATION, 
CLARIFICATION.  GO P* 
PAMN  IT,  HOW  WAS  HE 
TO  PROCEED?? 

iijnsaruMMi3^ 


AS  PIKE  WAS  PULLEP  ALONG  WITH  THE  CURRENTS  OF  THE  STREET,  HE 
MARVELEPAT  THE  PEOPLE  HE  SAW.  SO  CASUAL,  HE  THOUGHT.  SO 
BLITHELY  UNCONCERNED.  THE  SHIFTLESS  BASTARPS  WHO  HAP 
THEM  UNPER  THEIR  COLLECTIVE  THUMB  WERE  STEALING  THEM 
BLINP!  STEALING  THEIR  WAGES  WITH  MONUMENTAL  TAXES... 
STEALING  THEIR  FREEDOMS...!  ANP  STILL  THEY  WERE  ABLE  TO 
MOVE  ABOUT  AS  THOUGH  THEIR  LIVES  HAP  WORTH. 


PIKE  THOUGHT  BADLY  OF  HAVING  TO  KILL  A  LO 
THEM  FOR  A  MOMENT...!  PUT  THEN  THE  DRUG 
OVER  ANP  HE  PIPNT  THINK  ABOUTITAT  ALL. 


BY  THE  TIME  PIKE  RETURNEP 
TO  THE  HOTEL  HE  WANTEP  TO 
KILL  SO  BAP  HE  COULPN'T 
BELIEVE  IT.  AFTER  ALL.  IT  WAS 
HIS  MISSION,  WHAT  HE  HAP 
TRAINED  for.  IT  WAS  TOO 
GOPPAMN  IMPORTANT 
FOR  HIM  TO  BE  IN  ANY 
OTHER  STATE  OF  MINP. 


PERHAPS  THE  GROUNP  TROOPS 
WAITING  OFF-SHORE  WOULP  BE  RIGHT 
AFTER  HIM...  TO  GIVE  HIM  SUPPORT. 
HE  WOULP  NOT  LET  HIS  GOVERNMENT 
POWN,  SO  HOW  COULP  THEY  LET 
HIM  POWN?  IT  WAS  A  MATTER  OF 
NATIONAL  SURVIVAL. 


LUDICROUS 
PROPAGANDA ! 
PABLUMTO  KEEP 
THE  MASSES 
DOCILE.  . 


LITTLE  CHATTERBOX... 
WITH  THE  PRETTY  AUBURN 
LOCKS  CUTE  LITTLE  SHE... 
f  LITTLE  ORPHAN 


ER ...  OF  COURSE .  TERRORISM ...MASS-KILLING. 
STUFF  LIKE  THAT.  ONLY  AS  NECESSARY,  OF 
COURSE.  1  MEAN,  WE  PON'T  GO  APE-SHIT 
ABOUT  IT. 


ONLY  AS  NECESSARY,  SENATOR.  I 
CANNOT  STRESS  THAT  STRONGLY  ENOUSH. 
ARBITRARY  ZAPPING  OF  CIVILIANS  IS  NOT 
NORMAL  MILITARY  POLICY. 


S#...  OPERATION-' SUBNORM  IS  A  SECRET 
PLAN  BY  THE  PENTAGON  TO  SENP  A  POZEN 
PSYCHOPATHIC  ZOMBIES  INTO  A  FOREIGN 
COUNTRY  TO  COMMIT  TERRORISM  ANP 

MURPER  CIVILIANS? _ 


I-I-I-I  PONT- 


THAT  WON'T  BE  NECESSARY,  SENATOR. 
OPERATION:SUBNORM  ISA  PLAN  PESIGNEP 
TO  MOBILIZE  TWELVE  POTENTIALLY 
EXPLOSIVE  INPIVIPUALS  BEHINP  ENEMY 
LINES.  IT'S  AN  INTERESTING  PLAN.  NOTA 
GOOO  PLAN.  BUT  INTERESTING. 


UM,  USUALLY,  PlSORIENTEP  ? 
OR  SEVERELY  ALIENATEP  g 


PERSONS,  PREFERABLY 
THOSE  CAPABLE  OF 
SUPERIOR  AGGRESSION. 


BASICALLY,  CIVILIAN  PECELERATION. 


X  WAS  TRYING  TO  BE  POLITE! 


EXCUSE  ME, ..‘POTENTIALLY 
EXPLOSIVE  INPIVIPUALS?” 
WHAT  POES  THAT  MEAN* 


VERY  WELL.  PLEASE  BEGIN  BY  TELLING  US 
ABOUT  OPERATION: SUBNORM. 


lOli  KNEW  THAT  OPERATION:SUBNORMWOULP 
be  THE  MAJOR  TOPIC  OF  CONCERN  AT  THIS 
HEARING.  IF  YOU’RE  UNPREPARER  WE  CAN 
FORGET  THE  HEARING  ANP  TALK  ABOUT 
IT  AGAIN  AT  YOUR  TRIAL. 


NO,  PLEASE.  TELL  IT  ALOUD.  IT'S  MORE 
PRECIOUS  FROM  YOUR  OWN  LIPS. 


H  E  WA6  A  SlMMERER.  HE’P  STORE 
UP  PRESSURES  FOR  LON©  PERIOPS 
ANP  THEN  FOR  THE  MOST  TRIVIAL 
OF  REASONS,  HE  WOUL PEKPLODE 
MOST  VIOLENTLY. 


SIX.  PEOPLE  AT  THE  SPA  WERE 
KILLED  BECAUSE  HE  FAILEPA 
200  POUNP  CLEAN  AN P  JERK. 


...SO  SHORTLY  AFTER  PIKE  WAS 
COMMITTEP  TO  AN  IOWAASVLUM, 
IT  WAS  ARRANflEP  TO  HAVE  HIM 
SECRETLY  TRANSFERRED  TO 
A  MILITARY  BASE  IN  FLORIPA. 


WITH  PROMPTING  PIKE  WAS  AM4Z/MG. 
NAKEP  AGGRESSION.  NO  THOUGHTS 
BUT  KILLING.  NO  HESITATION. 
MARVELOUS' 
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^^/V/X,SKEEZIX.i  ITS^W 
r  MN  LATEST  ISSUE  OF  ^ 
.J9g¥  THEY’RE  AFTER!  PUT 
Lthevll  NEVER  WREST  IT 
r  from  me  intact; 


|r  <3AA4fl/HAPPV 

JIM. .. WE’RE  UNPER  ATTACK  1 
BN  THE  PHILANPERING  LECHMENi 
bL  OF  OFFAL  IV ! 


^  THEN...THEV 
'  MUST  EE  AFTER  OUR  1 
.CARGO  OF  HORNY  HIMILIANJ 

LI  NmPHMINK!  A 


IS...  15  THAT  ^ 
WHY  VOU'RE  EATING 
IT,  HAPPY 

_  JIM*  ^ 


^^THAT'S  RlGHZ^^ 

r  SKEEZIX.J  NOT  ONLV 

is  J90V  A  VISUAL  pe- 
LlGHT... BUT  I T  TASTES 
k  PRETTVPARNGOOP,  . 


r  CURSES  TO  vou  ^ 
SOU  PIG-SKINNEP  EARTHlANl 
MAV  THE  WINPATYOUR  BACK 
NEVER  BE  SOUR  OWNiJ 


HES,  KIPS,PON'T  BE  A  SORE-HEAPEP  LECHMAN!  IF  NOuR  SOLAR  SYSTEM POESN'T 
^  _ CARRY  19&H,  RESERVE  YOUR  COPIES  TO  PAY !  SUBSCRIBE! 


Okay,  Happy  Jim,  you’ve  convinced  me!  I  need  to  subscribe  to  1984.  Enclosed  is  my 
S - for  □  Six  issues  at  S9.00  or  □  Twelve  issues  at  S18.00 


Name 


Address 


Authi 


REOZONE  and  DuBAY/  Illustrator:  HERB  ARNOLD 
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MYTHO 
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WARREN  PUBLISHING  Co. 

145  E.  32nd  St. 

NEW  YORK,  N.Y.  10016 
I  am  18  years  of  age  or  older. 

Please  send  me:  □ _ copies  of 

Patrick  Woodroffe's  MYTHO- 
POEIKON  at  $9.95  per  copy. 
□_  copies  of  Bruce  Pen¬ 
nington’s  ESCHATUS  at  $8.95 
per  copy. 


Savor  the  wit,  the 
imagination,  the  un¬ 
surpassed  artistic 
mastery  of  England’s 
Dean  of  full-color 
fantasy!  Patrick 
Woodroffe,  his  life, 
his  works,  his  book 
covers,  record  jack¬ 
ets  and  posters! 
Mythopoeikon  is  a 
daring,  156-page, 
8%  by  11%  inch  soft 
bound  volume  with 
more  than  135 
provocative,  full- 
color  masterpieces. 
Embark  on  the  gilded 
horizons  of  madness. 
Explore  the  strange 
crevices  of  insanity. 
Meet  the  demented 
inhabitants  of  the 
wonderous  lands  of 
fantasy,  cults 
straight  from  the 
artistic  genius  of  the 
most  exciting  artist 
of  the  day. 
This  beautiful,  high- 
quality  volume, 
printed  on  slick 
glossy  stock,  is  a 
fantasy  connois¬ 
seur’s  dream.  Sure 
to  delight  those  who 
have  ravished  his  art 
for  years.  $9.95. 


Exploding  cities,  an¬ 
gelic  apparitions. 
Streaking  starships. 
And  worlds  devas¬ 
tated  by  the  fabled 
anti-Christ.  These 
are  the  prophesies 
of  Michel  de 
Nostradamus, 
soothsayer,  astrolo¬ 
ger,  and  history’s 
most  famous  seer. 

He  lived  in  the  16th 
century.  Yet,  he  told 
of  devastation,  wars, 
and  horrors  yet-to- 
come.  His  predictions 
are  brought  to  vivid 
startling  light  in  this 
80-page  soft-cover 
volume,  featuring 
the  cataclysmic  full- 
color  renderings  of 
England’s  brilliant, 
Bruce  Pennington. 
Every  page  lush  with 
color,  accompanied 
by  Nostradamus’ 
original  prophesies  in 
French  and  English. 
Live  the  future  now! 
See  the  glory  and 
the  terrors  of  that 
which  tomorrow 
holds.  It’s  all  in  this 
lavish  12  by  12  inch 
collector’s  book  of 
art.  $8.95 


ESCHATUS: 


